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Pain or travail, to run or

I undertake it pleasantly:

Bid ye me go and straight I glide

At your command meat humbly,

Pain or pleasure now may you plant;
Even which it please you steadfastly!
Do which you list, I shall not want
To be your servant secretly.

And since so much I do desire
To be your own assuredly,
For all my service and my hire
Reward your servant liberally.

Lxra

WHAT meancth this?    When I lie alone
3 toss, I turn, I sigh, I groan:
My bed me seems as hard as stone*
What meaoeth this?

I sigh, I plain continually:
The clothes that on my bed do lie,
Always methink they lie awry.
What Trnfcar**'*>h this?

In slumbers oft for fear I quake;
For heat and cold I burn and shake J
For lack of sleep my head doth alee,
What meancth this?

A mornings then when I do rise,
1 turn unto my wonted guise,
All day after muse and devise:
What meaneth this?

And If perchance by me there past
She untp whom I sue for grace,
The cold blood forsaketh my face.
What mrancth this?